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THERE are two towns of Colchester.

Colchester, the living, and Colchester,the dead.
Colchester, the living, is a beautiful old

town that lies dreaming on a windy hill.
It has a great broad avenue, fit for an

emperor's parade, and it has rows of great
stately houses, and It has a graveyard
fuii of stones with the eighteenth cen

tury date on them.
There are fine churches in Colchester

11n,, thofA arp cend schools there, f
lilt; lltlils, aiiu .~ D

and an academy, where the Southern
children used to come "before the war."
Every one of the stately old houses has

a history, and the great elms in the broad
avenue whisper about them all day and

all night. '

The dead Colchester lies down at the

foot of the hill.
The Rubber Trust has killed it. It is a

_.n_ n.ui.ofo, tho fit.mi must have been
yi L,y . \jvivucoi.vi. «-i»v

a cheery, homey little place when It was

alive. It's built in a helter-skelter, happygo-luckystyle, with queer little fenced-in
gardens and funny little half-grown
houses.and every one of the houses looked
as if it ought to have a plant or two

in the window and three or four babies in
the doorway.
The first house I came to in dead Colchesterwas a comfortable building, with

a painted door and a gate with a colored
latch.
The gate was off its hinge, and it creaked

ill.smany waeu ± ineu iu uijcu n..

"Lookin' fer me?" said a voice from nowhere.A little weazened man, with a

pair of shining blue eyes set deep in his
wrinkled face, came out from the side of
the house.
"I don't know," I said. "Do you live

here?" The little weazened man gave a

twisted smile. "X.no," he said, "I ain't
so bad off as that yet. You can live iiere,
if you want to.and you needn't pay rent,
either."
"Does it belong to you.this house?"
"N.no," said the weazened little man.

"No.no; the one next to it dpes. You
can't live in that.not by my word. It
aint going to belong to me after to-day.
There's a mortgage on it. I've been rakln'
and scrapln' and workin' and contrlvin' to

get the money to settle that mortgage. I
couldn't do it. Wa.al,".the little old man

gave a sigh that was half a groan and half
a pretence of a yawn."I guess it's just as

well. Just about as well, after all. I alnt

any too lively. I've been through too much
to be very spry.but I alnt come to livin'
\n a graveyard yet."
"A giavejiuiu .x

"That's what I said," said the little old
man; "and that's what it is.a graveyard.
I'm going to write to the folks that got
my mortgage, that they can come and take

my family vault, soon's ever they're a

mind to."
The little man tried to laugh, and I tried

to laugh.
"VVe neither of us made much of a successat it.
"How long have you been away from

here?" said I.
"Let's see," said the little old man; "let's

see; ten, fifteen.I come here fifteen years
ago. I didn't have any home then. I
ain't got any home now. So I'm 'bout
even, aint I. Well, when I came here, I

came to go into the mills. I was a good
hand on rubber, and I got a job right otT-randgot good money, too. I used to make
$12 or $15 a week. My wife, she went to

work, and got a job in the rubber shoe
factory and she used to make full $8 a

week.
"We boarded for a spell, and then we

made up our minds to have a home. We
worked at piece work. Tell you, many's
the day I've fairly put bit and spur to my
hands, making 'em fly. Every time I

thought of my home a-waitin' for me I

could work like on,<> possessed.
"My wife. She was a good deal the same

way. Well, It didn't seem like any time
till we'd saved up enough to buy a lot.
Theh we just fairly scrimped along till we

could begin to build.
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"We broke ground In May.'twas a pretty

day.and my wife and I walked up to tne
lot, and stood there quite a spell, In the
evenln', and looked at1 the ground where
the men had been at work.
"We got so we used to go up to the lot

most every evenin' when 'twas pleasant.
There was a young couple used to come

up just ahead of us.

"They had the lot next to ours, and they
was goln' to build, too.
"They used to quarrel and dispute like a

pair o' blue jays, come nes'in' time.
"Arguing over how many pantries they'd

have. He wanted only one, and she was
Inst spf tr» hnvp txrn

"My wife and I, we used to look at one
another and kind o' smile when we heard
'em arguing like that. We never had disputesabout dur house.
"You see, we was kind o' long In years,

an' we'd never had much luck before. We'd
had sickness and we'd lost our two children.bothdied down in Worcester; buried
there.long o' her, now.an' my wife, she
was kind of poorly for a long time after
mey cueu, ana we a never got aneaa much.
"So we felt pretty gay abou.t our new

house, at our time o' life. See, I was
turned forty then, and she wasn't much
behind.looked younger than I did though
.always did.
"Well, when the house got along pretty

near done, seemed as if we couldn't rest
till we got- into It.
"It was a real good house. There was a

parlor and a kitchen, and two bedroomsonefer a spare chamber.and there was a

sitting room, just to keep the parlor nice,
and there were two pantries and lots of
good cubby closets scattered round handy.
"I'd take you in to see it," said the little

man, turning suddenly away from me,
"but I couldn't git up my spunk to go in
there. Been tryin' all mornin'. Guess I'll
uaic iu give il up. I

I looked at the little house next door. It
was a cheap little house, with a straight
porch in front and a peaked, up and down
roof. I Said something about its looking
comfortable, and something about the lot,
and something about the street," and finally
the little man turned his wrinkled face to
me again.
"Well," he said, quite as if he had been

speaking all the time, "well, we moved In.
Wife she crocheted tidies and she made
mottoes, an' her cousin came to visit us

from Worcester, and she brought her a

canary bird, and one of her cousins down
Salem way he sent her a shell from the
South Seas, and we was fixed up pretty
mce. wniy ruing, my wne sne useu 10 irei

some about the children. She got a notion
of bringin* them down here and buryin'
them in a corner of the garden, but the
neighbors they wouldn't hear of it; said
'twas heathenish, so she let it drop. My
wife she was a great hand for flowers. She
had the sittin' room full o' geraniums and
ivy and Johnny-creep-over-the-ground, and
what not, and then".-the little man's
weazened face grew stiff and hard."then
the Rubber Trust came and bought out the
mills and shut 'em down one by one.

"When my mill, where I was, shut, I
went to one of the others. I was known
for a good hand, and I got work right off.
liut that one sunt cowii, anu men j. was

out. The lot .was paid for, but the house
wasn't, quite, so I put a mortgage on the
lot. My wife she cried the day I mortgaged
the lot. but I had to do it."
"And then there was no work.and every

one begun to move, and I had to go to
Boston to look for work; and my wife, she
got poorly, and she went to visit her folks
in AVorcester, an' I never saw her alive
again. Couldn't get work and couldn't get
money, an' before I could get there ne

was dead.' Her folks were real good. They
hurled her rtcht bv the rJlildren.
"They said she talked a good deal about

the house whenyshe was sick. I said she
seemed to hate to think of it bein' left
alone all Winter in the snow." The little
man smiled a little, twisted smile. "Sick
folks get queer notions," he said, apom- !
getically.

"That's what 1 said," said
Qoing to write to the folks thai

vau

"I've sot a job now. Fairly good job as [
time go nowadays. I've saved a little, and
I come down here to-day to see the house,
an to see if there couldn't something be
done to keep the mortgage folks off till I
could get the money together. I guess I
don t want to do anything now. I see the
young couple that had the lot next to ours

Is gone, too. They hung on a long time.
They had to leave their house, too. Can't
get il ly rcui itu il. ^.uuuu; > an.

can have any of these houses you want
rent free. I counted 'err this nioruin'.
There's seventy-two of 'en. Seventy-two
empty houses, and the Mollis that owns

'em's driven away.and all the money they
saved and worked for la gone.gone with
the houses. J
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the little old man; "and that's
: got my mortgage, that they c

it, soon':> ever they're a mind 1

"Look at this house here.
"I knew the folks that lived here.
"Rottpr i>r»iirh1\r»rR iipvpp brontbpfl.

"Man and his wife and daughter and the
man's sister.
"They all worked, and they all got good

wages.
"They built 'em a good house, and they

had a patch of garden, and they had a car-

pet in the parlor, and a line album and
some pictures, and they sent home to Irelandfor the old mother.
"Well. now. when the mother came you'd

a laughed; Such a time its they made. The
sister got married and the old mother
was here In time for the weddin'.
"She was a little bit of a whiffet, and she

wore a big white cap and she smoked a
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clay pipe, but land sa^cs, she danced at the
weddin' tlie same as if she'd been sixteen. 8

"She took a sight of comfort in that I

house.
"Used to work in the- garden when the

folks hud gone to the mill. Well, she was t

all right, when things was nil rignt. sac ii

clip around that house as lively as a

cricket, and she always had a jokin' word.
a great hand to joke she was.but when the
mills began to shut down sh" was awful
scary.
"The first one that shut down she gave a

.1 1 n. .,w1 al,.
sereecu \v ueu sue urui-u <iu.»ui n. mm ou<=

covered her head with her apron and she \

never looked out, only t< give one of them
outlandish screeches, all day. It
"She 'peared to know. i
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"She'd always get one of them awful m
tells just about when a mill was goin' to ti:
ose down, and there was no doin' any- n,

ling with her. tj,
"It used to get my wife awful nervous
id kind o' down to hear her screech that sj
ay. is
"Well, they're gohe. tl)
"Starved out. Ti
"Left the house and the garden and ait. tii
he old lady, she shook her fist at it the ai

i.y she went.
"The folks next to them was Irish, too. cl
"Most of the hands was Irish. h(
"They were young.

" j al
"The man, he builds the house for his pi
ife and he sent to Ireland for her and she th
ime, and was married in church the day vo

le got here and went right into the house.
"She looked on It as a nalace. ill
" 'Peared kinder o' 'frald of It. cl
"Guess she wasn't used to much. Well, m

tey fixed their house up real good and ai

reable.
"They're gone. 1 cli
"Starved out. Livln' In Boston, I hear, uj
oorly off, I guess. One, two, three, four w

seventy-five of 'em. Seventy-five fami- nc

es.starved out. th
"Some of the men's trampin'.
"I don't know what's come of their wives ni

id children. ni

"iJoin' pretty poorly, I guess. What do tr
make of it all?"
The little man's weazened face was blank.
"Xothin'," he said. st
"Poor foils' luck, I guess. Them rich
en want to ge.t richer yet.and they all
Jt together, and plan how to do it, and the w

jor folk jest got to get out o' the way. of
"They'll get.fast enough. le
"Seventy-two houses.seventy-two fam- y<
its starved out.queer Idea, aint it? Guess bv
11 go on up to Boston an' git to work

;aln. Hate to let the house go.but there g<
there aint much profit in ownin' a lot in m

buryin' ground." In

The v.-eazencd-faced little man told the m
uth. w

There are seventy-two vacant houses in ni

ic dead Colchester. Seventy-two houses tli

be lived in for the asking, or without the gi

iW.ng, for matter of that. th
The empty windows stare out at the tv

tnpty street, and the wind snarls around tt

he dripping eaves, and poor little Col- w

hester under the hill is dead.killed by the yt

rusts.
I went up the hill to the living Colches r.I saw a sign 011 a neat little building. 11

Colchester Advocate," said the sign. I
>uld not find the entrance to the Colches- Sc

>r Advocate's office, so I went into the
ost office to inquire. al

A very pretty girl stood at the post office al

Indow.
"Can you tell nie how I can got n copy of
ic Advocate?" I said.
"There isn't any Advocate," said the ai

retty girl. ti

"It's dead." ^

"When did it die?" , /
"A few months ago."
"What killed it?" p
"Well.the mills closed, you see, aud"
"Is there another paper?"
The pretty girl made her round eyes very

i£"Will', no," she said.
I went to a great square hotel to get

r
ometliiug to eat. I asked a man ror me

K'st hotel In town, and lie stared at nie.
f

"There aint but one," lie said.
So I went to the one, and I ate a good
malj I" a great, empty dining room, and
i man came in to the table and told me

xo\ lively Colchester used to be before the v

list came. I went to see the leading
ltizen of Colchester. He is a very intelli- s

feat man, and a very courteous one.the "

aiding citizen-and he told nie many

th ngs.
s

i.. me now Colchester was one of M
:ix: oldest towns In New England, and he
showed me a garden full of old tombstones.He said that the closing of the j:
uills had undoubtedly hurt Colchester a
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tod deal, but that Colchester was by in.
eans dying. He said that there were good
mes ahead for Colchester, and he told
e about the great natural advantages of
e place.
"The trust has kept the mills shut ever

nee it bought them," he said, "but thei-e
a rumor that some one is going to buy

iom. Not for rubber mills, of course,
he trust won't allow that. In the meanmewe must trust to a gradual reaction
ul to a natural, unforced growth."
I met some charming women in Collester.They all (lived in beautiful old
>uses in the beautiful old street, and they
1 sni<l that Colcljestor was one of the
ettiest towns In New England, and that
e society was very sploct. They were all
ry sorry about the mills.
"It did hurt the working people very
uch," they said. "Of course, the merlantsprobably felt the closing of the
Ills, too, in a way, but not ruinously, by
ly means."
"Colchester," said one of the ladies; "Collesterhas not learned to depend entirely
>on the mills, yet. You see, the mills
ere a very recent thing, and they could
>t be looked upon as anything much more
an a new experiment."
"Recent," said I: "why, when were they
st established? I understood there were
ills here years and years before the
uyt began to close them."
"Oh, no," said one of the ladies.
"The mills are very recent; they were
arted only fifty years ago."
"Fifty years agp!"
"Fifty years ago the dreaming old town
as aroused by the sound of hammers and
whistles, and forty years ago the eolationunder the hill sprang up, and thirty

are «&" uie inai e >>us iuii ui uugui,

istling life.
"Young men and young women earned
»od wages, and there were merrymakings
id pleasure jaunts, and the Colchester
Ullncrs made many gay hats, and the
ttle Colchester seamstresses had enough
ork and to spare. And the travelling flsli
an did a rushing business o' Fridays, and
te meat man grew prosperous, and the
ocers began to put up new shops. And
lere were weddings and christenings, and *

renty years ago the little Colchester under
le hill was gay o' nights, with honest
nrk nnrl clioprfnl hnnpfnl Mflviliir Pnnp

>ars ago the trust came to Colchester.
"Pour little years ago.and the little,
rely, bustling village is (lead. Dead as if
plague had swept over it. The deserted
:>uses stand like gravestones in a for)ttengraveyard."
"And the people who worked and saved,
id sang and loved and hoped there.where
e they?"
"Gone!"

"Starved out by Euterorise and Capital
id Business Ability and the Progress of
le Age. Starved out by the Great Rubber
rust. WINIFRED BLACK.

ATHLETE AT EIGHTY,
lis Hair Had Become Very White, but Yet

He Incessantly Stood on

His Head.

Blondin, who gained fame by walking
ver Niagara Falls on a tight rope, died

ecently in 'London. He was upward of
I"1-'- n ore. lillt rptn i nerl his

trcngth and agility to the last- The Dally
lews remarks:
"He was playful as a kitten to the last,
nd, old and white headed as he was. lie

rould sometimes suddenly throw himself
n his hands in his garden, and walk for
ome seconds with ills head down and his
:eels in the air."
Tills behavior is exactly like that decribedin a familiar verse of "Alice In

Vniulerla nd
'You nre old. Father William,' the young

man said.
'And your hair has become very white,

(at yet you Incessantly stand on your head.
I)o you think at your age It is right?' "


